
I believe…in being yourself 

I cackle when I‟m excited. I enjoy making puns. I smell books before I read them. 

I love fighting. I like taking artistic photographs. I take pleasure in making others laugh. 

These things shape my life. This is who I am. This is me, and I‟m proud to declare so. 

However, I wasn‟t always confident of myself. In the past, I doubted if being myself was 

enough – enough to satisfy my parents, my teachers, and my burning hunger to break 

out of the shadow my sister had cast on me.  

I had been living in my sister‟s shadow all my life.She was great in her studies, 

an established debater and had an eventful social life. Every time there was a family 

gathering, relatives clamoured around her, asking her for the „secrets‟ to her success. 

Always left at a corner, I felt that I was being left behind. Many a time, I wanted to ask, 

what about me? 

So I started following whatever my sister did.  I tried to be like her -  act like she 
would, speak as she would, achieve what she had…it was a tedious process. I never 
actually stopped to think if I actually wanted these things, I just blindly followed. At that 
time, it seemed that if I managed to achieve what my sister had achieved, I would finally 
be able to live up to everyone‟s expectations of Nettieôs sister. 

In my attempt, I joined debating. However, this choice just deepened my belief 
that I was inferior to my sister. Failing to be the best debater in my batch left me feeling 
depressed and frustrated. How come debating was a breeze to my sister, but something 
excruciatingly hard for me? No matter how many times I tried, I couldn‟t make a good 
speech, and throughout it all, I just completely gave up trying. What‟s the point of 
struggling when my best wasn‟t the best?  

Dejected, I shut myself down and went to war with myself. I was tired of being the 
lesser of the two sisters. I didn‟t like who I was, but I had to live with it. I was sick of 
feeling sad and wanting things I couldn‟t have.  

Exclamations of “Oh, so you‟re Nettie‟s sister,” were reminders of how I still lived 
in my sister‟s shadow. However, I kept my feelings to myself. With almost nothing left to 
my name, my pride was all I had. 

But there was nothing I could hide from my mum. Being one of few words, all she 
had to say was, “Don‟t try being anyone else but yourself. No matter what, I will love you 
as much as your sister, because you are perfect just the way you are.”  

 

I cried a lot that night. I had to stop thinking about what my parents want, what 
my sister wants. What do I want? If I want to take up photography, I should go out and 



start snapping pictures! If I want to take up wushu, I should start sourcing for lessons! 
This is my life, if I don‟t start living it for myself, who will?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

I realised that only I wanted to be someone else. Everyone else wanted me for 
me.                                                                    
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